
The mod Lamentable Tragedie 

Enter Titus, olde Marcus , young Lucius, and other gen. 
tic men mth b»tvcs , und Titus be Ares the ATT owes with letters, 
on the ends of them . 

Titus . Come Matchs, come, kinfemen this is the way , 
Sir hoy let me fee your Archeric, 

Looke ) ec draw home inough and tis there ftraight, 
Terras Aflredreli^utt y be you re mem bred Maychs^ 
Shccs gonc/hees tied, firs take you to your tooles, 

You Cofeiis (hall goe found the Ocean, 

And caftyour ncrs,hnppilieyou may catchhcr in tire fea, 
Y ctthci’s as little mfticeas at lands 
No Pubhus an&Scmpronjus, you mu ft doe it, 

Tis you muft dig with matrocke and withfpade, 

A nd pie t ce t h e in mo ft Cen t er of t h c earth, 

T he 1 when you come to Tlutees Region, 

1 pray you deliuer him this petition. 

Tell him ltisforiuftice and for aide, 

And chat it comes from oldc A ndronicus 
Sh . k c : 1 wkhfoirowestn vngvatetullRomc* 

Ah Rome, wed, well, I made thee milerablc. 

What time I threw the peoples foH rages 
On him that thus doth cyrrannize ore nice. 

Goe get yougone, and pray bccarefull all. 

And le me you not am. not w^rre vnfcarcht, 

This wicked Empcrour may haue fhipt herhenc^ 

And kinfemen then wc may goe pipe for iufhce* 

Marcus. OT^ub/ius^is not this a heauic c fe 
To fee thy Noble Vnklethusdiftraft? 

Publius. Therefore my Lords it highly ysconce* nd| 
Byd .leandnightt'attend him carefuhic: 

And fe eds his humour kindly as we may, 

Ti 1 rime hegctfomec reful! rcniedic* 

Mur cus> ivu{menhisforrovirc>arepaftrcmedie ^ 
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of Titus Andronicus. 

joinewith the Cfothes,md with reuengefutt vvatre, 

Take wreake on Rome for this ingratitude, 
find vengeance on the traitour Saturnine. 

Titus. ‘Publius how now, how now my MaRer$, 
yVliat liaueyou met with her? 

Publius. N o my good Lord, but Pluto fends you word 
jf you will hauereuenge from heUyoulhall, 

Marne for Iuliice dice is fo imploid. 

He thinks with Ioue in heauen,or fome where e!fe, 

So that perforce you muff needs Raie a time, 

Titus, He doth me wrongtofeedeme with delaics, 
lie diuc into the burning lake belowe. 

And pull her out of Acaron by the hccles, 

Marcus weare but fhtubs,no Cedars wee, 

No big- boand.ir.cn hamdeof the Cyclops fee, 

But met ta 1 1 M arcus , ft ce I c to the vei ic backe, 
Yetvvrungwith wrongs more than our backs canbeare; 
And fithther’s noiulticein earth nor hell, 

VVewill follicite heauen and mouethe Gods, 

To fend downe luflice for to wreake our wrongs: 

Come tothisgeare,you arc a good Archer M arcus. 

Hegtues them the Ar roves. 
tAdlouem, tints ior you, here ad lApollencm, 
eAdMartem, tints for my felfc, 

Hereboy to Pallas, here to M er curie. 

To Saturnine ,to Cams, wot to Saturnine, 

You wereas good to fhooteagainfl the winde. 

Too it boy, Mirror loofe when I bid. 

Of my word I haue written to effect. 

Titer’s not a God left vnfollicited. 

Marcus. Kinfemen,flioot all your fhafts Into the Court, 
VV ee will afflift theEmperourinhis pride. 

Titus. Now MaRers dra w, Oh well faid Lucius , 

Good boy in Virgoes 1 app e, gi u e it Tallas ♦ 

Marcus, My Lord, I ainte a mile beyond theMoone, 
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